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Sergeant Barnes, my remaining N.C.O., a realist always,
spoke. cc A new stunt by the Staff. Damned good one this time.
. . . Bloody sight better than cavalry."

But on our immediate front all for a moment was quiet, and
after surveying the landscape I said grimly, " We're going on
now, Sergeant.'5

" That's good, sir : been in this 9ole long enough for the good
of our 'ealth."

" Tighten up your belts, lads," I ordered. " We are going
to advance in short bounds. After the first rush, take cover
beside a casualty. Fill up with his ammunition and iron rations.
I will give you a few minutes for that . . . then on. We are
going for the wood. Between each rush take good cover . . .
are you ready ? . . . right, come on ! "

Forty-one men, remnants of three regiments, rushed over the
lip of the quarry and ran swiftly forward through the long dried
grass. Not a shot greeted us. I, disciplined warrior, every
sense alert, threw myself beside the equipment which still clung
intact to the torso of a Highlander, stripped almost naked and
splashed with the blood which had poured from the distorted
figure. I snatched the clips of ammunition, thrusting them into
my pouches, and ransacked the haversack for rations. The
water-bottle had been pierced and drained. With the aid of
elbows and toes I wriggled forward to another figure lying face
down to the ground, unslung the water-bottle, hot in the blazing
sun, and added it to my equipment. I glanced round me :
some men were ready, crouching like cats, heads sunk in cover
behind the dead or in shell-pits, others completing their task.
I raised my head slowly and viewed the wood. The storm of
battle, shrapnel, machine-gun and rifle-fire, still raged on either
flank, while German heavy shells crashed in Pozieres and
Montauban.

The tree-tops of the Bois de Foureaux, once safe harbour for
pigeons, giving shade to peasant lovers, now the High Wood of
battle, murder and of sudden death, hung as crazy scarecrows,
their broken branches waving in mockery. They assumed
fantastic human form, buffoons on stilts, the leaves, at the twig
ends, a feathery motley with which to crown man's vengeance
upon Nature at the zenith of her summer glory. From a birch
hung the limp body of a too-daring sniper, the beheaded trunk
like a flour-sack caught in the fork of a branch, while blood had
poured down the silver surface of its trunk, whereon it had silted,